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Summary: The Doctor isn't much for romance; honestly he doesn't even 
know what it means. It isn't exactly a Time Lord custom, but he is 
willing to do anything for her, even if that means sweeping her off 
her feet . 


A Rose For A Rose 

The Doctor isn't much for romance; honestly he doesn't even know what 
it means. It isn't exactly a Time Lord custom, but he is willing to 
do anything for her, even if that means sweeping her off her feet. 
With a rose carefully hidden in his trench coat's secret pocket, he 
makes his way towards the cafe. Above him, the sun glistens and the 
birds happily chirp a melody, as if to wish him good luck. The Doctor 
mindlessly hums along, letting the sweet tune calm his butterflies. 
His feet tap across the sidewalk, but stop when he comes to the cafe 
door. Taking a deep breath he pushes the door open, letting the bell 
innocently jingle. 

From the piano, she looks up towards the door, praying that he'll 
appear. She knows he is busy, saving the universe and all, but he 
always seems to show up when she's working, and she doesn't want it 
to stop anytime soon. She hasn't seen him all afternoon and she's 
starting to worry. She knows perfectly well what happens with that 
tardis of his. It wasn't long ago that she joined him as his 
companion, but that has ended and now she's here, playing the piano 
at a local coffee shop. It isn't a bad thing, but a part of her 
wishes she never left, but it's too late to go back now. All she can 
do is sip coffee as he tells her his stories about all his wonderful 
adventures without her. She starts to mindlessly dream about being 
there with him, but the doorbell rings, bringing her back to reality. 
She sighs and continues to play, not bothering to look towards the 
door. It's probably not him anyway. 


The Doctor spots her instantly at the piano. Her golden hair is 
pulled into a messy ponytail. God, he has missed her. For her it's 



been days, but for him, it's been forever. Time always seems to gets 
away from him and as a time lord with a time machine, it seems ironic 
to him. As she plays, the Doctor moves towards the counter. She seems 
so focused; he doesn't want to break her concentration. The waiter 
looks at him raising an eyebrow. The Doctor nods, knowing perfectly 
well that the young man will bring him his usual order, even though 
he isn't in the mood for a drink. He doesn't think he can stomach it 
with all his nerves. He stares towards the piano once more, and 
notices that he is watching her watch him. The rose's thorn digs into 
him as if telling him to go on and do it . It's now or never he tells 
himself. Here goes nothing. 

The keys dance under here fingers as their eyes meet. He came. He 
actually came. She shouldn't be so surprise, but she lets herself 
enjoy the moment. A smile blossoms across her face and she watches as 
a matching grin appears on his. She wants to stop playing and run 
into his arms, but she can't. She still has to finish this song 
before her shift is done. The Doctor starts to walk towards her and 
her heartbeat quickens, along with her fingers. She plays the song at 
double time, but no one seems to notice except the young waiter 
carrying the Doctor's freshly made drink. The song comes to an end as 
the Doctor comes to rest beside the piano. He pulls a rose from his 
trench coat and offers it to her, as if to say 'a rose for rose. ' 

Rose Tyler giggles madly as she accepts the rose from him. Relief 
washes over the Doctor and he starts to blush as he feels her kiss 
his cheek, staining it with her lip-gloss, but he doesn't mind at 
all 

From the counter, the waiter watches the couple leave the cafA©, 
walking hand in hand. He grins at their cuteness, but that feeling 
suddenly washes away when a question is brought to his attention. 

What the hell is he going to do with this man's coffee? 


End 
f ile . 



